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Alice Lawrence, who was about my mother's age and lived
three blocks away, realized to some degree the -care that was
oppressing me. She did the one thing that could help me most.
She fed the children. Every day they (and I when I wished)
were invited to lunch with her. They must be " well nour-
ished," that was to her mind the great essential. She lived in a
simple and yet luxurious manner, everything was of the best.
Not. only she' interested herself in the children's material
welfare, but she lavished on us affection of such a generous
and unselfish nature that it seemed to surpass that of my real
parents. This old lady, a widow, always dressed in mourning,
and in character as puritanical and old-fashioned as it were
possible to be, and who might, therefore, as old ladies generally
do, bore children, was on the contrary beloved by them. She
spoilt them, but never in a foolish way. No presents bribed
their love, they loved her because she was really lovable. If
ever there was a saint on earth, it was Alice Lawrence. What
we should have become without her I do not know. The fact
that she helped us to live is proof perhaps that Providence had
us in its care.

Once, when a payment due was delayed that I counted on ior
my rent, I borrowed from her, but paid her back although she
protested. That monthly rent became a nightmare. Every
penny of my earnings flowed into this bottomless well. It got
so on my nerves that I used to wake up with a start in the night,
remember the thing hanging over my head, and lie quite cold
and stiff with terror. As each month was successfully paid with
frightful effort, " the next" became my sole consideration.
Once I was obliged to sell all my jewels. M. Cartier, whom I
knew as a personal friend, indicated the channel through which
this could best be done. This temporary relief more than
compensated for my loss. For a short time I recovered my
spirits, and could romp wholeheartedly with the children.
This I never could do unless I were care-free; Whenever I was
anxious I knew that I kissed them with a kiiid of desperation
which they interpreted as my absurd sentimentalism.

Christmas approached, and Berney Baruch came to see the
children. He was their other great friend beside "Auntie
Alice ! " There was something unexplainably appealing abowt